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Summary:
The power could not have gone out at a worse time. Left to roast in their quarantined apartment, Andrew and Ashley are forced to strip down, until the tension simmers to a boil.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
The surprising thing wasn’t that the power went out. It was that it lasted as long as it did.

The wardens had not bothered to provide them with food. They had barely provided them with water—enough for the shower to drizzle and the faucet to drip. And what electricity they had came with brownouts.

When it died out, for good, they had been watching TV.

“Temperatures continue to climb well into the 80s. The highs for this week will verge towards 90, and possibly surpass it. We’ll be getting a much-needed cold front in a few weeks, which should normalize temperatures for the rest of the Summer. But until then, it will be a—what’s that thing the kids say? Oh, that’s right! A hot girl…”

The screen turned black.

“Andy, get the remote,” said Ashley.

“I’m way too comfortable right now. You get it.”

“I won’t ask again. Pick up the fucking remote.”

“Jesus, you’re so fucking lazy.”

“It’s like a foot from your face!”

“It’s just as close to you!”

“Fine, I’ll make you!”

Ashley grabbed Andrew’s hand and yanked it towards the remote. He elbowed her in the ribs, and took her by the arm. She resisted his pull with all her strength. He tried to pry open her fingers. She bit him—on the neck.

“Ow!”

“What? Are you sure you didn’t enjoy that?”

“Enjoy it? What the hell do you mean?”

“Come on, don’t tell me that one of your chicks never tried that in bed.”

“Ashley, you’re disgusting.”

“Says the guy whose hand grazed my boob.”

“What? No, no, no! I didn’t mean to—it wasn’t…”

“Hey, if you’ve run out of goodies in your spank bank, all you had to do was ask.”

“Shut up! God!”

“Pfft. Learn to take a joke. As if I’d ever. Besides, I doubt your dick even works anymore, what with all the pumping you’ve been doing in your room.”

“Yeah? Well, what about your—your…”

“Oh, how would you know? Unlike you, I’m quiet. I can hear you jackhammering that thing all the way across the house.”

“Look, I’ve just been…”

“Been what?”

He didn’t say. He got up and stormed off to his room.

“I’m going to go read. Don’t pester me!”

“Oooh! What kind of literature do you got in there? Stuff with tentacles? With high schoolers? With…”

She stopped herself; she had been about to say “sibling.” Lucky for her, Andrew was already out of earshot. Which also meant he couldn’t see her blushing furiously.

- - - 

Actually, it became rather difficult to see much of anything over the next few days.

Not only had the TV turned off, so had everything else. The halls of their cramped, messy apartment became a dull gray by day, and a pitch-black by night. They found themselves tripping over clothes and furniture. Thank God that they had canned food—though, it was all the food they had left.

But if the darkness was an inconvenience, the heat was unbearable.

The weatherman had not been kidding. The first night was unpleasantly warm. The next morning was a sauna. Sweat engulfed their necks, their foreheads, their arms, and their legs. They woke up with dark, damp circles on their bedsheets, until they stopped using them altogether. They showered in scalding water and washed their hands with whatever hot drops they could squeeze out of the faucet.

Yet Ashley had one relief: her brother had stopped masturbating.

At least, she could no longer hear him. It used to be that his gruntings and moanings traveled through the thin walls. Now, a dead silence emanated from his bedroom, a silence Ashley could not penetrate even if she put her ear to his door—not that she listened on purpose, of course, it was only that, well, sometimes, a little sister could get worried, you know, and…

On one of those occasions, the door opened. It slammed her in the face.

“Fuck! I was standing right here!”

“Shit! I didn’t even hear you! Wait, what were you…”

“It doesn’t matter. Just let me lie down for a bit.”

She staggered back to her room and plopped onto her bed. Andrew could see inside.

“Want me to get some ice for it?”

“Ha ha. Real funny.”

“Crap, I didn’t actually—I wasn’t thinking.”

“Whatever. It’s fine.”

She looked up at him, and noticed a change. Her brother usually wore a black long-sleeve turtleneck and tattered jeans. In this weather, though, that would be unthinkable as well as unfashionable. Today, he had on a tank top, stained all over with sweat, and a pair of basketball shorts that barely covered his knees. His chest hairs peeked out from above.

“What are you looking at?” he said.

“Nothing. I just realized something.”

“Realized what?”

“Just fuck off for a few minutes. Or hours. Or days. Fuck off a cliff, preferably.”

Andrew shrugged and left the room. Ashley waited for him to go, then began to look through her closet. She had to have something better than this. Hopefully, it was something cute.

- - - 

Andrew was prying open a can of tomatoes in the kitchen when she came in.

On a regular day, Ashley would have been wearing a black top and denim shorts. The top would be low-cut. The shorts would not reach her knees.

In this heat, she wore a cropped shirt with short sleeves, and a broad crescent of cleavage—that much was unchanged. Even the bra straps were still visible. But the midriff, now that was something Andrew did not often see. Streams of sweat glistened on her soft tummy, on the hems of her shirt and pants—oh, those were as short as ever.

“Are you looking at something?” she said.

“Yeah. No. Er—the can. I’m trying to open this fucking thing.”

“For Christ’s sake. Let me help you.”

He grumbled, but she insisted. At first, she couldn’t get a good grip, so she leaned over the counter. Andrew got an eyeful of her midriff, and a sliver of something more. She still couldn’t pry open the can. He tried to take her place, yet she kept at it, and held the can against her chest. He realized that something was distracting her.

“Keep your eyes on the fucking can,” he said.

“I am. Now back off.”

“Is there something on my face?”

“It’s not your face.”

“Then is it on my shirt? My shorts?”

“Those aren’t even shorts!”

“What?”

Andrew looked down. Of course they were! Well, technically, they were boxers, and baggy ones at that. They let his balls breathe, and with the humidity what it was, he couldn’t wear anything else—not even underwear beneath them. That left an imprint, pretty big, along his crotch.

“Hey, are you listening?” he said.

Maybe she was. Maybe she wasn’t. Either way, all they could hear in the next moment was the clatter of the can on the floor and the splatter of tomatoes all over Ashley’s clothes.

“You idiot! You dumb fucking idiot! Look what you made me do!”

“For fuck’s sake, that was your fault! And what a way to waste food!”

She stamped her foot in the puddle of tomato and charged into the bathroom. Andrew knew he would never see that top again, or those shorts.

- - - 

He saw others.

Later that same day, while he lounged on the couch, as if the heat in the living room was any better than his bedroom (it wasn’t), Ashley walked by holding a trash bag. She glared at him as she passed.

“Andy, I know you’ve got more bags in your room, and I’m running out. So hand some over. Andy, are you listening? Andy?”

A floral top held onto her shoulders with spaghetti straps. The straps of her bra were nestled beside them. Nothing covered her arms. Nothing covered most of her legs either, not even her thighs. Whatever was on the other side could not have been much. Every inch of fabric, and every inch of skin, was soaked in sweat.

“Earth to Andy. Am I going to have to bust into your room to take some?”

“No. I mean, fuck off, I’m low on trash bags too.”

“Oh, duh. They’re overflowing with tissues, right?”

“I don’t even have any more tissues!”

“You didn’t need to tell me that, with what I’ve been hearing!”

Andrew shook his fist. She stuck out her tongue and took off to search the kitchen.

Eventually, he wandered back to his room and collapsed onto his bed. He could have taken a nap—it was one of the few things there was to do—but sounds from outside kept disturbing him. Cabinets opening. Floorboards creaking. Sandals squeaking. It was too much to bear. He got up and barged out of his room, and what should he find but his sister still uprooting the kitchen.

“Give it up! There aren’t any there! I’ve already checked!”

“You just think that because you’re blind as a bat. I swear I saw some—here—the other day…”

“Hello? Earth to Ashley.”

“Oh my god, put a shirt on!”

“What are you talking about?” He froze. “Oh.”

During his nap, he had slipped off his shirt without thinking. It was just too hot to sleep in it. Now, his chest was bare, his chest and its scattered hairs, its creamy skin, its ruddy nipples, all drenched in sweat. And Ashley was staring at it, Ashley who had, in the last hour, bunched up her top by an inch, and her shorts only a little less—though he would need a closer inspection to tell for sure.

“Um, yeah, maybe I will,” he said. “Just carry on with what you’re doing.”

He rushed back into his room. When he fell back onto his bed, he felt the urge to really, really lie down, not on it but against it. The urge came from where his underwear wasn’t.

- - - 

Ashley searched and searched in vain, while the heat rose and rose and rose. She checked under the sink, in all the cabinets, and even inside the fridge. No garbage bags. Her skin seemed to broil under her hot, sticky clothes. Her eyes darted around the kitchen and down the hall. Andrew wasn’t there.

Quickly, she lifted her arms and tore off her top. Her black bra bounced free as drops of sweat flicked onto the floor. It ran along the slopes of her breasts, down her cleavage, and in a trail all the way to her navel. She went back to searching.

Just as she was about to give up, she noticed a dark mass behind the toaster oven. She looked behind it, and saw a clump of trash bags stuffed against the wall.

“Ha! Wait until he sees this!”

She ran out of the kitchen and up to her brother’s door. As soon as she knocked, she wondered if it would be better to keep them to herself. But she was feeling generous. Besides, this way she got to gloat.

“Hey, look at these nonexistent trash bags I found in a nonexistent place in the kitchen!” she said, as soon as he opened the door.

“Um… that’s…”

“I’ll let you have one, maybe a few, just because I’m in a good mood. But you have to promise not to fill them with tissues in a day.”

“Uh, well, uh…”

“Hmm?”

That was when she remembered she had taken off her top, and that Andrew had a full view of her bra. The one he had always glimpses of, but never in full—except in the laundry pile—much like how Ashley had never seen his underwear before until now, when it was all he was wearing. Briefs, not boxers. She could count the hairs on his thighs, if she wanted to. If she got a little closer.

“What the fuck?” they both shouted at once. Andrew spoke next.

“You can’t just walk around in only a bra!”

“When it’s this hot, I can! We’re indoors!”

“Yeah, together, 'cause we’re stuck together.”

“Well, what about you? I can see your—your legs!”

“Oh, come on, I was in my room! That’s not the same thing.”

“First it was your shirt, now it’s your pants. Don’t think I haven’t noticed a trend.”

“Look, Ashley…” He put a palm against his face. “We’re adults. Let’s just talk this through.”

Ashley nodded. She crept behind the door. Andrew blushed, then pulled it in enough to cover his body. For a second, she thought she saw something particularly noticeable he had to conceal.

“I get that the heat is killing you, and it’s killing me too,” he began. “So let’s lay some ground rules.”

“Only ones that I agree with.”

“You little—okay, sure. Of course. Rule one: We can only be in our underwear when the other one isn’t around.”

“But how will I know you won’t come out, or how will you know that I won’t come out?”

“Just knock on my door, or shout down the hall, or something. I can hear you pretty well from my room.”

“Oh, I can hear you plenty from mine too.”

“Ashley! Could you be serious for a moment!”

“I’m just pointing it out. Relax. Though, you do realize that you’re asking your little sister to let you know when she’s in her undies?”

Andrew shoved his face behind the door. Ashley could tell it was to cover his blush.

“I—I guess I am. There’s no way around it.”

“Cool. Just wanted to make sure you knew.”

“Alright, let’s move on to rule two: you can’t go down to nothing.”

“Aww, no fun.”

“Don’t tell me you were excited to!”

“Why not? I’m not ashamed of my body. Wait, are you thinking I’d want you look? Was that on your mind?”

“That was—very, very far from my mind.”

“Hmm. Sure. Well, obviously, we should still be allowed to get naked in our rooms.”

“That’s fair. Okay then, so no nudity unless it’s by ourselves in our own rooms. That’s rule two.”

“Is there a rule three?”

Andrew paused. He must have been thinking, but about what? Hadn’t they already covered all the bases?

“If you want to—adjust your clothes without taking them off—like, say, lifting your top a little…”

“Really? You’d think I’d give you a striptease?”

“You did! I mean, no, you won’t! You won’t do that, because that’s rule three. Once you leave your room, you can’t do anything with your clothes until you get back.”

Andrew waited for his sister to accept. The wait was a long one. She stretched it out on purpose, just to torment him.

“Fine. Deal.”

“Good. Now let me, uh, get back to what I was doing.”

He closed the door. After only a minute, Ashley leaned against it to speak.

“Warning! High alert! Your little sister is stripping down to her panties!”

- - - 

 Agony. That’s what the rules were. Agony, and nothing else.

Ashley made them worse. Andrew would be sitting in his room, minding his own business, when all of a sudden, a voice would boom through the door, much louder than it needed to be. And much more frequent, too.

“Hey, big bro! Just a heads up, your sister will be wearing nothing but her bra and panties. I mean, you could step out, but that’s what you’ll see.

“This is not a drill! I repeat, this is not a drill! Your sister has just taken off her shirt and top.

“This just in: sibling swiftly strips off shorts and shirt to show—um, crap, these aren’t my striped ones. Whatever.

“Since you’re cooped up in there, let me paint a picture: Ashley, aged twenty, poses with a pair of cotton panties, a black silk brassière, and an elegant choker. For any gentlemen in the audience wondering, yes, they’re real.”

For reasons he had to suppress, Andrew wished his bed were a hard slab. As he grabbed the mattress and thrust uselessly forward and downward, he achieved nothing except additional frustration. He tried it naked too—that was allowed, after all.

Ashley never once let the image of her in undress leave his thoughts. Yet he knew that if he were to wander outside to witness it—something he wanted for reasons that again he had to suppress—she would shout, scream, and rage at him. It was a twisted game she was playing. One that either way he lost, and either way she won.

That night, he couldn’t sleep. Partly because of Ashley. Partly because he was thirsty. He got up and headed into the kitchen.

The hall was pitch-black. When he arrived at the sink, he had to fumble to find the handles. When he did, hardly any water came out. He groaned as he waited, drop by drop, for just a sliver of his glass to fill with lukewarm water. If he had done it in the day, the water would be almost too hot to drink.

“Andy…”

He stopped. The voice was his sister’s. She was standing right behind him.

“I’m thirsty. Gimme that,” she said.

She tried to take the glass from him. He swiped her hands away.

“No. I had to wait forever to get this much.”

“Come on, I’ll be quick. Just give me a sip.”

“There’s barely more than a sip in there! Put your hands away!”

Wisely, he put the glass down on the counter and stood in front of it. His sister made a peeved noise. With a sigh, he handed her the glass.

“If it’ll get you to back to sleep.”

She downed the glass quickly. He took it back and began to refill it. But he stopped, for a thought came to him. He glanced over his shoulder.

In the dark, he had not noticed. But Ashley was in her underwear. A full-cup bra. Granny panties. Nothing sexy here—you didn’t wear lingerie to sleep. Yet it was enough, more than enough, for something to stir where Andrew himself wore nothing but his briefs.

“You were—you were supposed to…” said Andrew, looking away.

“My underwear. Um, yeah…” She trailed off; she was as surprised as he was. “Wait, what about you? I can see your…”

“Fuck, I’m sorry. You were asleep. I mean, I thought you were.”

“Same here.”

“Ashley, what do you want?”

“Huh?”

“I said, ‘what do you want?’ You’ve been tormenting me for days about this.”

“Bro, I’ve been following the fucking rules! The ones that you fucking set!”

“There’s following them, and then there’s…” Andrew stopped; he had to, for she was no longer listening. She was looking. At his crotch.

She must have thought that in the darkness, Andrew wouldn’t notice her stare. For his part, he had hoped she would not notice the bulge in his underwear. Beneath his briefs, his cock stiffened and took shape, creating new creases along the fabric, testing the material to its limits.

“I—I, uh—I…”

She said nothing. She only continued to stare. Andrew would have killed for a lightbulb. He wanted to see every detail of her face, see every twitch of her long lashes, every turn of her large eyes. Her mouth made an O, that much he could see, though he could not tell whether its edges formed a frown, or a smirk.

She stepped forward.

“Ashley…”

“No, no, no,” she crooned. “You can’t call me that. My name isn’t Ashley.”

She stepped even closer. In a few more steps, the tips of her hair would brush his chest. In a few more than that, he would feel her breath on his face.

“Alright, Leyley, I have—I have some new rules.”

“Oh?”

“Rule four: honesty is the best policy. We have to be honest to each other. We have to say what we want.”

“Mmmhmh.”

“Ashley—Leyley, there are other new rules too.”

“Like what?”

She stood right in front of him. He glanced down, briefly, to let his eyes tug under her bra straps, dip into her cleavage, slide over her soft, sweaty stomach, peek into her panties…

“Rule five,” he said, “Do what big brother says.”

He grabbed her by the shoulders and slammed her against the fridge.

“Um… Andy…”

“Leyley, what were you staring at earlier?”

“I—I don’t know what you…”

“My hard-on. You were staring at my hard-on. Through my underwear.”

Now, he ground his bulge against her, his briefs against her panties. Both were damp with sweat. He wondered if she was damp from something else, too.

“Well, maybe I was just—observing the floor. You shouldn’t make assumptions, Andy.”

“You shouldn’t break rule four, Leyley.”

He pressed more tightly against her. His hard-on had no space to go, so it sank in further. Her sweat soaked through her undies and into his own, and onto his cock. Her breasts flattened against his chest, through the cups of her thick, comfy bra.

“Do you remember rule three?” he asked.

“Um… that was…”

“No adjusting your clothes. That means I’ll have to do that for you. And I want these out of the way.”

He picked up her left bra strap with his finger. Teasingly, he lifted it up and down, and did not take it off until he had seen her tit jiggle to his liking. He slid it down her shoulder. He took the other strap and did the same, but even more slowly, and with more fingers brushing her skin. He plucked both straps, now at her sides, to make her breasts wriggle.

“Why is it only you who gets to do this?” said Ashley, panting.

“It’s not. You can too.”

She needed no further prompting; in an instant, her hands clamped down on his briefs. She squeezed his asscheeks.

“Cheeky,” she murmured.

“Mmmhm.”

He ground against her, up and down, side to side. His cock felt as if someone—she—had replaced it with a firecracker. He was about to explode.

She tugged at his underwear. She slid her fingers inside the fabric. She picked up the hem and set it back, and dragged it down, down, down, below his hips, below the beginnings of his thighs. Her hands kneaded at everything they could grab.

“You always had a nice ass,” she said.

“Glad to see you’re following rule four.”

“What makes you think I’ll follow all your rules? Are you going to make me?”

He looked her straight in the eyes. She flinched.

“Yes.”

 He smashed his mouth against hers. He kissed her so hard her head banged against the fridge. They didn’t stop. She took whatever she wanted for handholds—his shoulders, his back, his ass—and wrapped her legs around his as he moved his hard-on in circles, in straight lines, against her panties. The sweat made suction noises. It made a glue between them, and they could hear it peel off whenever they moved apart, and stick back in place whenever they slammed together.

She tore off his briefs. He stopped her.

“Nuh-uh. That’s against rule two.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?”

“Them’s the rules.”

“Are you saying you don’t want to see my tits?”

“I’m saying that the rules are the rules.”

Grinning defiantly, she began to undo her bra. He pinned her hands to the fridge.

“Rule three. Don’t make a habit of breaking it.”

He lowered his head and nuzzled it into her cleavage. More than anywhere else on her body, sweat had gathered here; it had pooled between her breasts, behind the fabric of her bra. Andrew had heard her complain about it before: boobsweat, she called it. He would help her get rid of it.

He licked. And lapped. And drank up the sweat that dripped ceaselessly down from her throat and into this soggy, sloppy valley. He released his grip on her hands to smush her tits against his face, too, and fondle them with both hands. The whole time, he continued to hump at her panties, his erection raging through his briefs.

“I knew it, you’ve always wanted my tits. My fat tits. I would swing them whenever I caught you staring, you know. It was always so obvious. You wanted to play with your little sister’s big boobs. Go ahead. They’re all yours. Just like these asscheeks are all mine.

With his hands distracted, she seized the opportunity to pull down his underwear. He didn’t resist. She grabbed his cheeks directly, and drummed and spanked them, though not too roughly.

They were a mess of sweaty limbs. Slowly, they drifted away from the fridge door and across the counter. He bent forward while she bent backward across its surface. His face remained buried in her cleavage. Their sweat sprayed everywhere.

Now, his cock was out. He continued to grind it against Ashley’s panties, feeling better than before. Whenever he peeked out from her tits, he could see Ashley sneaking glances at his prick, fully erect and engorged. She slithered her fingers up to its base.

He lifted his head to explore other areas, and to lap up more sweat. He dragged his tongue across her shoulders and collarbone, then up her neck and as far around it as he could reach. He felt her chest rise and fall from his attentions.

Without warning, he broke off from her. It was as if all the air went out of her lungs. She looked up at him with confusion before he bent his knees and plunged his face into her crotch.

He inhaled her panties. They had become useless as clothing, so sopping wet with sweat that he could see through them.

“Just take them off already. Rip them the fuck off.”

He did not. Instead, he continued to take in her scent, smashing his nose against the fabric and towing it north and south, east and west along her crotch. He grabbed her ass. As he fondled each cheek, he began to lick at her panties.

“Fuck. Fuck you. You fucking tease. You worthless fucking tease. Go to fucking hell.”

With each curse, her voice cracked. By the end, it became so brittle that she gasped more than she spoke.

Andrew played with his sister’s panties. He tugged them down to reveal her bush, and slid his fingers through the thick black hair. He combed through the knots, twirled at the tangles. He put his whole palm across her pubes, which she must have scarcely trimmed, let alone shaved, for their whole confinement. Even the insides of her thighs were covered in stubble, and it seemed that no matter where he reached, his hand would find slick, luscious bush, like hair fresh from the shower, if the shower were sweat. He removed his mouth from her panties to plant a kiss on the exposed stretch of pubes. The kiss became a lapping, licking feast for his tongue.

“Andy, I’m going to make you fucking pay for this. You better—you better—you better…”

He removed his head. She scowled at him, and looked ridiculous, having to catch her breath every second.

“Do you remember rule five?” he asked. “Or are you so stupid you already forgot it?”

“I’m surprised you even remember your own rules, dumbass.”

“You can call me dumbass because I let you call me dumbass. Because you do what big brother says. Now grab my fucking cock.”

She didn’t hesitate.

“Big brother says stroke his cock,” he said. “Big brother says grip it good. Big brother says pull it, and tug it, and pump it from bottom to top.”

He kept her pinned to the counter with his groin while his hands grasped her tits. He groped them with surprising tenderness, though his hold became firmer as she stroked him, and he did everything he could do to her bra without removing it; he stretched the cups down to flash her nipples; he slipped his fingers in to tickle her cleavage; he plucked at the straps and strummed them like guitar strings.

“What the fuck are you waiting for? You stupid tease. Rip it off. Get it out of the way. Come on!”

Her frustration showed in how tightly she clenched his cock, how violently she pumped his shaft. She went for his balls, too, cupping them, caressing them, massaging the skin of his sack.

“You have such a stubborn fucking cock, an angry little prick, just like you. It feels so fucking mad. It wants to fuck me, Andy, it wants to fuck me, and you won’t let it, and maybe I won’t either. I can feel how much it hates my grip, and I’ll tug it that much fucking harder, that much fucking harder, so fucking hard…”

The sweaty slickness, the tough pleasure, of her handjob got him to grunt like a rutting animal, and he was rutting, rutting her hand, while he pawed her tits and picked at her nipples. The first movements of an orgasm coursed through his shaft, from the base of the balls she stroked to the tip of the prick she squeezed. He had to pull back. He had to pull back, and catch his breath, and yank down her panties with one hand. They were damp as a dishrag. He let them cling to her legs.

So much bush covered her cunt that he could hardly see it. What he could see was a sloppy, sopping mess of pussy, with pubes that shone, and smelled, like soft grass after a night of rain.

“It’s my pussy, dipshit,” she said. “Fuck it.”

He did. But not with his cock. With his mouth. His greedy, thirsty mouth. He slammed his face into her cunt. His nose swallowed the scent of sweat, his lips gorged on the hairs of her bush.

No tongue. Not yet. He made his lips do the work, softly at first, as if he were kissing an altar, murmuring Hail-Mary’s to God. He plugged her cunt with his mouth and sucked firmly enough to please, but too slowly for her to cum.

“You shitty, shitty, dumb, worthless, piece of fucking—fucking—fucking—tease. You slimy, filthy fucking tease. You rat. You cunt-guzzling gutter-rat. You shitstain of a brother. You tease—tease—tease…”

Finally, he brought out his tongue. No, he didn’t trace the alphabet. Just two letters: F and U. F—U. F—U. F—U…

She screamed. She needed handholds, Andrew knew, and his ass was out of reach. So she grabbed his hair. She didn’t rip any off; that surprised him. She didn’t even pull hard.

But her hands made a mess of his hair, as thoroughly as he was making a mess of her cunt. She rubbed and ruffled and fluffed his tangly black hair. It became her playing ground. He didn’t mind; her bush was his playground too.

F—U. F—U. F—U… He was picking up speed. He had stopped tracing letters, unless the wild, slobbering strokes of his tongue meant something in shorthand. Her hands stayed in his hair, and shoved his head down into her pussy. He could still breathe—through a faceful of bush, sweat, and salty, citrusy juices.

“Mothermothermothermotherfucker—you—cunt—my cunt—my cunt!”

At long last, with a shiver so violent it rattled up from the flesh of her thighs to the muscles of her stomach to the breath in her clamped, throbbing chest, she came. She came and came and came, clenching her legs around Andrew’s face, and refusing to let go. He had not stopped licking.

He would not stop licking. His tongue slowed down, his lips relaxed, but he continued to lap up whatever her pussy poured out. His neck hurt. It was worth it.

“Oh my—my God—my fucking God. You won’t stop. That’s right. You won’t stop, and you better not stop, you cunt-guzzler, Andy the cunt-guzzler—drinking it up—drink it all up. Rule six is do what little sister says. Yeah, that’s right. You need to make me cum three times. Then I’ll let you fuck me. I want your prick fucking furious. I want it as angry as you. You angry prick boy. Yes—yes—yes…”

He wanted to grind his cock into her guts. He wanted to thrust it clean through her. He wanted to fuck the fucking kitchen cabinet, with how pent-up he was, and he could have, if he could just reach it. But he could only fuck her with his tongue. Only with immense self-control did he keep his licks steady; she was a sensitive girl. He couldn’t go too fast.

Until her moans grew louder, her breaths grew harsher, and her thighs squeezed tighter. Smoothly, carefully, he hammered her cunt with his tongue. She came again. Andrew got back to where he started—a little ahead of where he started—and with mountingly fast licks and laps, kisses and pecks, drew out another orgasm.

He lifted his face, and stared down at her. Her skin was glossy with sweat, both his and hers. It was so drenched it was clammy. Wherever he placed his hand—and place it he did, on the bare skin above her bush, on the damp cups of her bra, on the slender slopes of her shoulders—he had to peel it off, it was so sticky.

“Is there another rule coming?” she asked.

“Several rules. Lots of rules.”

He slipped a finger, just one, into a pussy so wet, and even wetter with sweat, that he couldn’t feel where his own skin ended and her sopping insides began. He was going to rail her. He was going to stuff her. He was going to ram her bitchy, bratty, teasing…

He was no longer hard.

“Fuck! I had to work so long on you my dick tired out.”

“What? Really?” She laughed. “Andy, don’t tell me that this is why Julia left!”

He flinched.

“What did you say?”

“I said…”

He yanked down her bra. The cups covered none of her tits. He opened his mouth wide and brought it down on a nipple. The other one he flicked and stroked with his thumb.

“You really—want—to know—why I left Julia?” he said, between mouthfuls of breast.

“Oh, I can guess.”

“You think so? You really think so?”

He broke his mouth off from one nipple to dive onto the other. All the while, his hands fondled her sticky tits. He smushed them both against his face.

“Julia didn’t have a face quite like yours. She didn’t have your eyes.”

“R-really?”

“She didn’t have your hair. She didn’t have your lips. She didn’t have your soul-stealing smile.”

“What—what else…”

“She didn’t taunt me with slutty crop tops. She didn’t leave her bra and panties around the house. She didn’t have tits so—so fucking juicy.”

He slobbered her breasts in one long, broad stroke of his mouth and tongue, from the top of her chest to the edge of her waistline.

“She didn’t sweat like a boiler when we fucked. Her skin didn’t sweat so much I could see my fucking face in it. She shaved her pussy. Can you believe that? She shaved her fucking pussy.”

He slid his finger back inside her. He joined it with another. He let her squirm from each entry before thrusting them in and out, curled as if to say: come hither, come hither, come hither.

Meanwhile, his hard-on built back to its former height. Its head shimmered with precum.

“She didn’t have a bush like a fucking animal. She didn’t have a bush I could bury my face in, a bush that soaked her sweat like a sponge, a bush that tickled by hips whenever I pounded her, on a pussy that was mine, mine, mine!”

 Ashley gasped; Andrew entered her.

He was not rough. He gave her time to adjust, time to get comfortable with his thrusts. But oh boy did he pound her. Smack. Splash. Slap. Their hips bucked loudly, wetly, two pistons slicked with sweat. Andrew thought his cock might melt with pleasure, turn to liquid in its lube of fluids from both bodies. He grabbed her breasts as handholds; she clamped again on his ass.

“Rule seven,” he gasped. “No shaving your bush. Ever. I fucking—God—I fucking need this, how it feels…”

“Done—already. Rule eight—your ass—my property—is my property, to squeeze and grope and smack and touch whenever I want—and wherever. I own it. It’s mine.”

“Leyley, you fucking perv. You fucking degenerate.”

“Is there a—another rule?”

“Yeah. Your sweat. Your boobsweat. Keep complaining about it. Keep on—bringing it up—all the time—while this apartment boils—because I own it too. I get to drink it. I get it to drink it whenever—I want. I get to pull off your top—and lick and suck and slobber and taste your tits clean—and your bra. They’re mine. They belong to me.”

“How thoughtful. But here comes—rule ten.”

“Yeah?”
“Andy comes in my undies.”

She pulled off him. Andrew watched as she tore off her bra, finally, and kicked off her drooping panties. She waved them in front of him.”

“Bra or panties,” she said. “Which one?”

“What?”

“Choose one to cum in.”

“Um—your—your…”

“Fuck it. I’ll choose. Cum in my bra.”

Using that garment like a washcloth—it was already wet like one—she brought it down on his cock. Whose sweat soaked it more, hers or his, he couldn’t tell. But either way, it was slicker than lube. She pumped as if she was scrubbing his cock out of existence; he felt as if his cock was going to melt out of existence, so pent-up it was, so unable to bear the pleasure.

“Andy’s going to cum in my bra. Andy’s going to cum where his sister puts her fat tits. Andy’s going to leave Leyley with cumstains. Leyley will still wear it, all around the house, maybe all around the neighborhood, her cum-stained bra, covering her cum-stained tits. Tits that Andy marked. Tits that Andy owns.”

At first, Andrew thought his cock really had melted. Then, he wished it. He wished his cock would melt into nothing, melt under the hot, sticky, sloppy cum that showered out from its head. The bra could not contain it; it got all over Ashley; it got all over Andrew; it got all over the floor, the cabinets, and the counter. He would have flooded the whole house with it, if he could have.

She wrung him dry. Even after he stopped shooting, she kept stroking, coaxing out the last spurts. When the spurts stopped, she still went on, and he didn’t stop her. He just leaned forward, sank into her chest, and gasped for breath.

He was not ready for when she shoved him off.

“Jesus fucking Christ! You absolute slob! We’ll never get this mess out!”

“Are you—are you for real?”

“And my bra! My favorite bra! This thing is fucking ruined!  You weren’t supposed to cum that much!”

“But you—you said…”

“I’m not touching any of this; you clean it up. I’m going back to sleep. No—fuck! I’ve got to shower! And you got some in my hair!”

“Serves you right for cockteasing me for that long! My neck is sore from eating you out!”

“It’s called being a gentleman! Maybe that’s why you left Julia, because you couldn’t treat her right.”

“Well, I’m calling dibs on the shower.”

“No way! I got hit way worse!”

“Are you kidding? I still have to clean my cock!”

“Fine! We’ll shower together. But keep your hands to yourself, unless I ask.”

“Unless you what?”

“I didn’t ask, so shut up! Now come on.”

They gathered up their clothes and marched to the bathroom. Hopefully, they could get more than a fine mist from the showerhead. And as for washing their clothes, and their kitchen, Andrew knew they’d be up all night. But not in a fun way.